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a rebel to Its own/9   At such a time to despair
would have been easy.

Nor had his own spirit of moderation given
Montaigne immunity from suffering; rather, in
some respects, it had enhanced the difficulties and
dangers of his position: "I was spoiled on all
hands; to the Ghibelline I was a Guelph; to the
Guelph, a Ghibelline," Formal accusations were
not laid against him; no foundation existed for
these; but mute suspicions crept about him in
underhand ways, and it was his way not to evade
these, not to justify or explain himself, but to
sit silent, or sometimes even ironically to assert
his guilt. A thousand times as he lay down at
night to sleep, he questioned whether he would
ever see the morning. One should live among
one's neighbours by right, but he felt that he
lived by sufferance or by favour. His losses
might be endured, but the offence of wanton out-
rages was hard to bear with equanimity. Now
and again a spasm of fear seized him as to the
future of himself and his household, and there
was nothing that he feared so much as fear itself.
And yet when he looked back at the worst of these
years he felt almost ashamed to confess how
much repose and tranquillity were his amid the
ruin of his country. Custom itself benumbed the
sense of many evils. His health had been good,
and how few of the blessings of life are equal to
226 the same evil; would
